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OLD ADOBE NOTES Alfrod James Dewey 

There is always something doing in the Old 
Adobe. Tonight, for instance, sovon people are here 
getting HIGH LIGHTS out. For several days Madeline 
Dewey has been doing stencils. -Bomard V/ynne has boon 
doing now ads. I have done a cover, illustrating Edith 
Hart Mason's poem, "In a Chinese Garden." Incidentally, 
people havo been around to collect for printing, paper, 
etc., used in HIGH LIGHTS. Wo need moro money. Renewed 
membership dues would help. 

As a moans of raising money, wo are going to 
chance off some pictures, so bring along some extra 
change and take a chance, 

■jc- * -> 

Jascha Gegna is rehearsing the Guild Concert 
Orchestra Sunday nights as Tisual, Mr, Gegna is also 
rehearsing a string orchestra for a recital to be given 
at The Temple City ’’"oman's Clubhouse, Monday, Nov. 5, at 
8 p.n, 

-:i- -«• !5- -5;- 

Last Thursday night at the regular portrait 
class wo wore honored with tho presence of throe members 
of the- Walt Disney Studio staff, Wolfgang Roithorman, 
and Mr. and Mrs. Tirable. 

Our apologies to Mrs, May. I swear that I did 
not know that she was going to model for a Disnoy short- 
short. They did hor in various forms and colors, with¬ 
out tho slightest regard for hor personal charm.' 

•s;- w it it 

On the social side, the V, P. v/, gavo tho Homo 
Guards a ham dinnor at the Adobe last week, and after 
Pat West's show Saturday night, tho whole company and 
their friends camo to tho Adobe and put on a mid-night 
shov/.it was "terrific." 

it it 

Tho week of Nov. 17 is National Arts Week, The 
Guild has boon as? ed to put on an exhibition. If all 
locr.l artists will co-oporato we will have a show at 
tho City Hall. Lot us know at tho Nov. 7 meeting. 



NOVEMBER 1941 


3 


IN A CHINESE G.JRDEN 


Edith Hart Mason 


( i ) 

Tho leaves will soon begin to swirl; 

In tho courtyard gray doves gather; 

Thj heavens are a shell of pearl. 

Deep - - like your longing, my father. 

( ii ) 

Pern-bordered pools, her youthful eyes - - 
They are the stillest summer water, 

Reflecting dawn’s uaitroubled skies - - 
May winter tarry, little daughter1 

( iii ) 

With tinkling loaves. Spring wakes the valley; 
In lotus buds I hoar tho bees. 

Dance, youth, bo gay! It is not folly: 
Faintly I hoar tho music throu^ the trees. 

( iv ) 

My sons toil hard for more than moat . . 

Iho yoimg are never satiate 
Except with stars around their foot: 

Contexit, I ait and contemplate. 
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HOSTAGES Leslis B. Wynne 


Lightning flares over prostrate Europe, Light¬ 
ning strikes, and the thunder rovorboratos from the Bal¬ 
tic to the Aegean Sea, Why is this? Has not the storm of 
the "Kow Ordor" subsided from these parts? Many months 
ago the German hurricane swept ovor the lands by the 
Polish raarchos, by the Arctic, and by the Zuider Zoo , 
and the last obstacle in all those countrysides was 
thought to have been laid flat. Many months ago Prance 
and the Balkans wore leveled bare, or were they? 

’Ahon d nation is defeated in battle by a just 
and honorable foe, she surrenders and the war is over; 
but Yfhen she is beaten doy/n by on enemy, unjust and in¬ 
humane, she never surrenders. Did you think that the in¬ 
vaded peoples v/ould rGal3.y submit to the indignities of 
those barbarous gangsters, quietly lying down? Do you 
imagine that they will ovor accept the puppet rule sot 
up by those murderous brigands, whether in Oslo, in 
Vicjiy, or in Zagreb of the Serbs? Never in a thousand 
years] Tlioir guns still blaze, from concealment and from 
voider covor if you will, but they blaze nevertheless . 
Gorman oppressors, picked off one by one, full mortally 
wounded in tho streets. The shadow^' form of the killer, 
not a gunman but a patriot, is seen dimly for a second 
vanishing down a dark alloy on a bicycle. He cannot bo 
caught or identifier?. How do tho magnanimous instillors 
of high Potsdam culture cope with this frankonstoin that 
their own brutality has created ? 

V?hon a mosquito bites you and buzzes away be¬ 
fore you can swat it, v/hat do you do? AAhy, you go out 
somowhoro into tho marshes with a mosquito not and hip 
boots, and you catch a dozen mosouitoos that have never 
boon within a mile of your house. You take them homo to 
sivat them', a dozen fer one, at your leisure. And lot 
that bo a lesson to tho mosquito that bit youl Don’t 
lau^. This is good Gorman logic, based upon the philos¬ 
ophies of Pichte, of Nietzsche, and of Von Troitschke. 
It derives from the hoarj' maxims of one-eyed ?’'/odan, who 
begat tho race of the Volsungs, who fostered tho race of 
tho Huns, who begat Adolf Hitler. 

Do you see this file of snackled men issuing 
throu-gh that narrow dporv/ay from a prison somowhoro upon 
tho outskirts of Paris? Listlessly between their husl^y 
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guards they move across the courtyard, for they have 
been half starved for months within those walls and they 
are weak. Their sufferings will soon be ended now, how¬ 
ever, for they are about to die. Count them as they 
shuffle past. There are twelve of them. It is difficult 
to see them in detail in this dim light because the dawn 
that is very close has not yet broken. It is always just 
before the dawn in the small hours of the night that men 
are led to death for it seems fitting that, just before 
the rise of another day, they should go out with the end 
of a night that is never to end for them. One by one, 
half dragged by their guards, they are propped in a row 
with their backs against the whitewashed bricks of the 
courtyard wall to face a battery of machine guns in the 
hands of a squad of German soldiers. Most of them appear 
to be men of middle age, though there is one among them 
who is certainly past sixty-five, and one who is scarce¬ 
ly eighteen, a mere boy. They all hold high their heads 
except the eldest who seems no longer to care. Death 
holds no real terror for him any more. He is an old man. 
The boy stares straight aheadj but his eyes are swollen 
nearly shut for he has been crying a great part of the 
night. He has scarcely lived as yet, and he does not 
want to die; and children will cry even when it is use¬ 
less. His frame, even now, is shaken with a dry sob from 
time to time. Suddenly, the oppressive silence of the 
court is broken by the appalling roar of the guns, and 
that waiting line of men slvimps to the ground to writhe 
there a few seconds upon the cobble stones while ominous 
silence again descends. A dark puff of smoke rises slow¬ 
ly across their fallen forms to bo silhouetted for a 
moment against the first faint streak of light in the 
brightening east. 

\'hat have these criminals done that they should 
have been put to death? -- They were not criminals. They 
have done nothing. -- But surely, they must have done 
something! -- No, they have done nothing, I tell you. 
They ware "hostages,” the Nazi way of saying that they 
wore Innocent victims. Yesterday, a German soldier was 
shot on a Paris street; today, twelve men must pay for 
it with their lives though they had nothing at all to do 
with it. -- But, in the name of heaven! What excuse is 
there for singling out these twelve? -- Oh, as for ex¬ 
cuses, there are plenty of excuses. No doubt, they were 
bloody Bolsheviks. — But the Bolsheviks are upon the 
Dnieper and in the beleaguered squares of Leningrad, 



6 


HIGH LIGHTS 


-- Oh well,.-in any case, they must have been Jews. But 
the Jews of Europe are all in Nazi concentration camps, 
those of them that are still alive. --Well, then, they 
were all bloated capitalists. And if you do not believe 
us, look at this. Here is a five-centime piece that was 
taken out of one of their pockets. WTio but a filching 
capitalist would have a five-centime piece in Paris to¬ 
day? 


No, we do not believe you. You have told us too 
many lies. We would not believe you if you were to swear 
to it xvpon a stack of your sacred "Mein Kampfs." But 
take up these bodies now. Dear them away. -You may dis¬ 
honor them but you can novor again hurt these broken 
things that wore men. They are dead. Wipe up the blood 
from off the stones. It will hardly do to have the world 
gaping at innocont blood. Wipe it up, I say. But no; you 
can never wipe it up. It will stain those stones as long, 
as the Nazi name endures, as long as a single Nazi Ger¬ 
man walks the faco of the earth, 'hated and despised by 
every m.an, woman and child of the nations of all the 
globe. 


MISMATED 


Lynn C. Denny 


She’s never had a dream-ship. 
She’s novor been to sea. 

Nor hoard the sighing wind, 

Nor felt its haunting plea. 

Adventures of the fearless 
On pathless ocean lanes 

Are past _hor ken or thought- 

Past bound' with fleshly chains. 

How can she know the hunger 
That gnaws the very heart 
Of one whose dreams, a-rovlng. 
Still keeps them worlds apartJ 
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NOVEIffiER GUILD IffiETING 

Tho program for the mooting Novomher 7, will bo 

.J • ' 

divided into two parts, ono soction consisting of Koda- 
chrome slides showing many of the beautiful scenic spots 
of Old Mexico; the remainder of the evening will be de¬ 
voted to a talk about "The Layman's View of Art." 

The Kodachromes will be shown by Ray Ahern, of 
Los Angeles, who has been asked by Mr. and Mrs. Bob 
Wright to show the slides, made on a vacation trip 
south of the Bravo last August, 

The local Guild members are wildly enthusiastic 
about Mr', Ahern' s. shots. They say, "When a couple of 
long-time Mexican residents like ourselves go into raves 
over a tourist's visit to their adopted country, it is 
almost as unusual as a »Man Bites Dog* headline," 

Included among the pictures will be views of 
Mexico City, Pueblo, Taxco, and other famous spots. 

Thomas G. W, Wyllie is an advance agent of the 

(• 

Federal Art Project, and for many years has been a rep- 

> 

resentative in this country of the Russian court painter 
Michael Rundaltzpff, Mr. Wyllie ’.will show one of the 
painter's portraits during his talk, 

4 

For ybars Mr, Wyllie has been active in the 
movement to make people "picture conscious." 
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FIRST EDITIONS (a digest of Elmor llason’s Guild talk) 


" . . And ho had soven hundred wives.ppMooasos 

• • tt ^ 

and throe hundred concubines , . . 

In this roferonco to King Solomon, It is not 
rooortod v/hat proportion there woro of blondes to brun¬ 
ettes or other details. I can't oven vouch for those 
ladles being strictly first editions, but I do claim 
King Solomon was the ORIGINAL COLLECTOR, 

It is not true that the first edition of nearly 
every book is valuable. Perhaps only one in several 
hundred published books is valuable as a first edition, 
has lasting merit, or marks some definite pJiaso in lit¬ 
erature. 


But what is a first edition? 

Every copy of a first printing, which may con¬ 
sist of from 100 to 2500 poples, is a first edition. It 
is not onou^ for a book to bo a first edition, it must 
bo a first ISSUE of a first edition, which, in general, 
is true of all books. It often happens, however, that 
some glaring error, either of fact or typography, is 
discovered, and the presses stopped before tjio run is 
completed. The books with uncorrocted pages are first 
editions,first issue, those with corrected pages, first 
edition, second issue. 

An example is Edith V.harton’s "Ago of Inno¬ 
cence." On-pagg IBbAth. first words of a marriage service 
are quoted; as a matter of fact,the words first appear¬ 
ing in what became the first edition, first issue, ’.vero 
from the burial service.The corrected copies are second 
issue. Hlstukos of this 1 ind are called collectors 
"points," and are what every collector looks for. 

Ih general, you leaow a first edition throu^ 
the title page, which is the soul of a book. The title 
page gives title, author, publisher, place publisho , 
and, nearly always, the date of publication; On tno 
back is printed a copyright notice and date.If those two 
dates coincide, you have a first edition, (tho 
a few exceptions; and a first issue,providing ,there are 
no points to create a separate, socoiid issue. 

Catalogues from booksellers’ list books as 
very rare, exceedingly, etc., but this doesn’t roalli 
moan very much. It is just tho doalor*d opinioh* A ooox 
ho may consider rare, you night scorn. 
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There is but one ansv/or to the question of what 
books are collectable. Those are BOOKS YOU PERSONALLY 
LIKE. Collect them in first editions and enjoy them. 

Unless you are a millionaire, specialize if you 
collect first editions. You don't have to bo rich to 
got fun and Imowlodge out of collecting. I specialize in 
AmoriCLxn fiction, and I stick to it unless a book I loiow 
is valuable falls into my hands. I have been collecting 
only six years and have about 2,000 firsts. Some of the 
authors I would like I fear I shalD. never own, because 
the cost too much, unless I find them in a junkshop or 
secondhand bookdealer•s. Most dealers have no idea of 
the value of first editions. I don't hesitate to buy 
cheaply from them, but it is different in buying .. . from 
private parties. I pay private owners half the price 
v/hich dealers ”;ould ask, oven tho I co\ild possibly pay 
less. 


Among tho books I have picked up in this 
of California, is Edward Noyes Woscott's 'David Harum, 

I paid a dollar for it. Dated 1898, it is priced by 
dealers between $10 and $50. All of Mark Twain’s books 
have some value. My "Huckleberry Finn' cost mo fifteen 
cents. It is a first edition, v/ith points which only 
recently have been proved. So far as I can determine, 
only six copies are known. I have refused $250 for it. 


There are tv/o books I should like to own. One 
is Owen Wister's "Virginian." It is the only book of 
which I l-aio’vv in which tho hero has no name. He is never 
mentioned save as the "Virginian." This book is 
1902 on tho title page. The other book is Gone with 
tho Wind," by Margaret Mitchell, Now York, 1936, But 
got this; It must have "Published May, 1956 ' under-the 
copyright notice. Only a few copies got out with this 
date. Tho next issue is dated June. 


No biblo printed after 1800 has any value, and 
few before 1800. There are about four v/hich have value. 
One was in Gorman, published in 1743, another ^ 
translation into tho Indian language, dated 1661, jme 
Aitken biblo, first one in English printed in this 
country, dated 1782, recently was offered for ".5985, not 
too high for such a rarity. 

Tho Biblo has sold more copies than any other 
book; next is "In His Name," by a Kansas clergyman. Over 
8,000,000 copies were sold. 


An amusing incident occurod at one booksellers’ 
show for an author. Vachol Lindsay was signing his books 
as sold vhon an old lady handed him a book, which ho saw 
was a biblo. Fully equal to tho situation, ho simply 
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wrote on the flyleaf "I am not the author of this book." 
Signed, Vaohel Lindsay, 

The most sought after of American Firsts Is a 
tea-colored pamphlet of 40 pages titled "Tamerlane and 
Other Poems, ' by a Bostonian, Boston, Calvin S, Thomas, 
Printer, 1827. This is the first appearance in print ctf 
Edgar Allen Poo, Only eleven copies are l<nown. The first 
copy found was sold to the British Huseur.i for one shil¬ 
ling in 1867. For many years this copy was unique. The 
last of ten copies to be found sold for O20,000. I hope 
some one in this audience finds one - - and gives it to 
me. 


HORACE the Guild Mouse 

i shud like to make sum co-ionts so 1 am going 
to do so, i have just as much rite to be a comeintator 
as you have and this moans YOU. 

i am going to combintate on cheese now and 
other subjects later, such as war, shorts, painters, 
llteratchewer, that dam piano, and flees. 

cheese comas from milk which comos from cowos 
which probably come from bottles since there picture is 
on them, but where bottles come from scihens has not 
yet sed - - - and why shud it, the best cheese is 

called Swiss from the sound it makes as you chu it, 
the worst cheese is lindonburgqr because it . , .you no, 
i will not except cheese that leas mustard on it but am 
willing to give comeintatorings on any other kind, 
leave it on tho floor of the old adohy close to the 
wall so it' will not be steped on. 

vizitors to tho old adoby yesterday was three 
pairs of low cut brogans, throe wedges, one pair slip¬ 
pers, one pair black high shoos so polished i cud see 
my whiskers in then, several rubber foot wares and a 

sandal with very pink toes in them, looked good enough 
to oat but she moved, 
so that is all about choose, 

horaco, the mouse, who leaves 
this message with you., rar. and 
mrs. i,rao.rica if you wore more 
. , cheesy so airud i,. 
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HIGH LIGHTS! SKETCH 


^tsrviewing Edith Har'l; Mason had one serious 
dirriculty. Her husband is Elmer Mason, who told Guild 
members, r:about Plrst Editions last meeting and during" 
this interview interjected occasional quips, 

Edith, a quite’proud mother of three children, 
was born in Gallup, New Mexico, some yoars ago. 

. first white woman in New Mexico," her 
spouse declared, but was hotly rebuked. 

years old"^^^*" said, " would make me 82 


T atmosphere which Edith assimilated from the 
Indians with whom she associated while a child, has had 
a decided effect upon her writings. Much of her poetry 
shows its influence, and she has also written a book’' 
now in the hands of a western publishing company, which 
contains 24 black and white drawings of Indian life. The 
artist is an Indian friend of hers. 


^ ^''^^son’s parents were English, and moved to 

central New Mexico during the days of Billy the Kid and 
the Lincoln County cattle war. The family lived on a 
ranch, and one of Edith’s wriest memories is of havihg 
to go into the kitchen and cook for crowds of cow-hands 
because the help had "tired of Icheliness," ' 


n 


• • t # 

excellent fudge. 


fine cook, too," Elmer remarked,"Makes 
Of course, I can't eat fudge." 


* 

prepared for-a college education in the 
classical tradition, Boston,-New York, Europe. 


"After several trips to Europe," she says " I 
am putting the finishing to^’ch on my education in Sierra 
Madre. 


musician, Edith has written poetry for 
^erican Mercury, Scribners, the Southwest Review of 
Literature. She belongs, along with Lee Shippey and 
John Russell McCarthy,.to the California Writers Guild. 

Edith's oldest child, Katherine, is a sophomore 
at Occidental College. The two youngest are students at 
Jolin MQZ*slmH Qnd Pfisadonsi Jvinioi* ColXogo* Sho suys slid 
has raised three fine children, and, her husband says a 
beautiful Persian cat. * 
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THE FIREPLACE Mary Ward. 


My spirit Is a dancing flame in which dreams 
are visioned . . , and lAade possible; I am the 
heart of the house . . , The Fireplace. 


I invite friondsbips; encourage confidences and 
all things seen irrefutable to him who gazes into 
my glo?/ing heart. 


I cheer the despondent and weary. 

The dismal rainy day is transformed into warm 
comfort and cheer in my prosonce. I am the 
harbinger of dreams. 


Gay dances and many tender scenes have been enacted 
before mo. I have witnessed weddings and have ' 
seen trouble and Illness; beeping the chilled 
one warm and even heating the milk for the little 
sick kitten. 


Many absent ones romombor ine. 

Children have played before my dancing fire flames. 
Babies have cooed at mo in ecstasy and many a 
merry frolic has boon witnessed by me. 


I am the heart of the house. . . The Fireplace, 


Among the 47 pictures accepted for exhibition 
at the current salon of the Pasadena IJuseum of Art, is a 
portrait by Bernard Wynne, called "Portrait of a Girl." 

■ t 

The picture is one which the, artist painted 
some time ago. The model was lijss Betty Simmons, 
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ANYBODY’S GOLD; The Story of California’s Mining Townsi 
By Joseph Henry Jackson. Illustrated by E.H.Suydam* 
New York; D,Appleton-Contury Company, ^^5,00 

California’s gold, in the 1850’s, was anybody’s 
gold that found it, finders keepers, free to anybody 
that could take it from the hills, and the devil take 
the hindmost. Like locusts into a field of golden grain 
adventurers flocked into the state from the four'cornors 
of the world, V/ithout law and beyond the law, their 
courts and their judges wore their blazing guns. 

In "Anybody’s Gold,. The Story of California’s 
Mining Tovms," Joseph Henry Jackson tells the old saga 
of the California gold da^rg in a new way, bringing down 
the history of the mining towns to datoi Generously il¬ 
lustrated by the pencil of E, H, Suydom, this book is of 
double interest to the artist. The whole set-up of the 
book is highly artistic, the better fitted to its sub¬ 
ject mattery the epic legends of our history. Ninety 
years, now, into the past the men of forty-nine have 
faded away, ninety years in time their days are leveled; 
but in these chapters, they live for us again, and in 
these- sketches they move,’ soft shadows in subdued sun¬ 
shine, beside the houses that they built. Hero their 
tovms and cities loom again before us, towns and cities 
long shorn of their garlshnoss, still standing today, 
apart and in part deserted, limned against the circles 
of the otornal hills, 

L. B. W. 


Sierra Madre radio listeners on Oct. 31 wore 
denied the- treat of hearing our follow Guild member, 
Harlan Ware, speak on a hook-up from Chicago, 

The occasion was tho opening program on a new 
series sponsored by a largo soap company,Harlan has been 
negotiating for tho contrac't for several months. During 
tho program Harlan road "The iimorican Freedom," written 
by Matthoiv Biller, and published in American Mercury, 
Tho program did not come through to tho coast. 
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HEADS DON’T MATTER 


Stan Blakoslee 


No sir, heads don’t matter with women, an’ I 
kin prove it* 

Last time I come through Kansas they was two 
brothers courtin’ two sisters.' Jethro Saunders was a 
big feller, an’ Hank was short, an’ slender. Now Jethro 
loved Lyra Talbot, a big, 'full-rigged farm gal. Hank 
loved Myra's sister, Jessie, who was small, like he was. 

But Jessie was crazy about Jethro; because he 
was big an’ strong,- An’ Myra wanted Hank, because he 
was cute. Yes sir, them four was all mixed up an’ un¬ 
happy. 

One day I was out there tryin’ to sell old man 
Talbot a now wheel for his windmill, Jethro an’ Hank 
was there tryin’ to-court the gals. An' the gals was 
courtin’ right back, but criss-cross ways. 

All of a sudden here come one of those tor¬ 
nados - - a big, black twister. It come up so quick 
that wo didn’t have time to go no place. We all ran 
out and got behind a stone wall. 

Them Saunders brothers had to stick their fool 
heads up to see what was happenin’. An’ just then the 
twister got there. 

Well sir, that tornado snipped the heads off 
them boys an' switched ’em, so that Jethro's head was on 
Hank’s body, an' Hank's head v/as on Jethro's big car¬ 
cass, An’ then that twister just howled away an’ 
didn't do nothin' else on that farm but one little 
thing. 

The last I seen of them young people. Hank's 
head an’ Jethro’s body was holdin' Jessie ou their lap. 
An' Jethro's head on Hank's body was a-sittin' on Myra's 
lap. An’ everybody was happy. 

That other thing the twister done? Why it 
snicked the old wheol from Talbot's windmill. 

No sir, heads don't matter to women. 
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